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There leaning deep in broider'd down we sank
Our elbows : on a tripod in the midst
A fragrant flame rose, and before us glow'd
Fruit, blossom^ viand, amber wine,, and gold.
Then she c Let some one sing to us: lightlier
move
The minutes fledged with music : * and a maid,
Of those beside her, smote her harp, and sang.
e Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean,
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes,
In looking on the happy Autumn-fields,,
And thinking of the days that are no more.
f Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,
That brings our friends up from the underworld,
Sad as the last which reddens over one
That sinks with all we love below the verge;
So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.
' Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns
The earliest pipe of half-awaken'd birds
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.
' Dear as remember'd kisses after death,
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign* d
On lips that are for others; deep as love,
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;
0 Death in Life, the days that are no more.'
She ended with such passion that the tear,
She sang of, shook and fell, an erring pearl
Lost in her bosom: but with some disdain
Answered the Princess (If indeed there haunt
About the moulder'd lodges of the Past